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With the light supreme
With the effulgence of my Lord
Here is my 'Pom/'
In the substance of all that I am,
That you are
That this body is.
(recovering slightly)
Ministers!
Hold fast to what I have stood for,
To what I have given myself away to.
To the holy Ash,
To the arch correlate
Of dust of which
Our bodies are made
And stay thy anger
And make this city
(Not a city of pity) but
An abode celestial
Fit for Ammai'Appar
My Karmic conscience wakes up
Let me go to sleep,
to my testament. (He falls.)
Chorus: What is this body, this soma! Ere it was up Where did it lie hid?
(Alas! the people weep.)
Where did it frisk?
Is this body verily
A secret scandal
To credulous eyes
That are again
Its very scope.
Its very hope.
Its very lie?
Should spite creep in
the path of great ones!
The greats do well
We. the little,
Are to help them ever.
But we are helpless